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broken-hearted, with the tender loving despairing words of the last
farewell ringing in his ears as he still seemed to feel the last long
lingering pressure of the hand and the last long clinging embrace
and passionate kiss and the latest sorrowful imploring look and
beseeching word, 'Don't forget'. I told them how the broken-
hearted man wandered at length into the Cathedral close as the short
winter twilight was fast passing into night, and saw the leafless
boughs of the elms bare against the sky and the great spire towering
dark amongst the murky snow clouds and the snow on the Cathedral
roof and the lighted windows of the great Church shining through
the dark and heard the roll of the distant organ which reminded
him that it was the hour of Evensong. I told them how the sorrow-
ful traveller went into the Cathedral and how, as he entered, the
second lesson for the day was being read from the i6th Chapter of
St. John's Gospel and how the first words that fell on his ear were
those'from the 7th verse, 'Nevertheless I tell you the truth. It is
expedient for you that I go away, for if I go not away the Comforter
will not come unto you, but if I depart I will send Him unto you/
I told them how the broken-hearted man took the words as a sign
and token from heaven and how they comforted him greatly for
he thought it might be better for his friend that they had parted and
that he had gone away and he hoped that now his dear friend might
be comforted. All this I told them. But I did not say that I was the
broken-hearted traveller, that the story was my own, and that I was
speaking of one of the great sorrows of my life.
Monday, 22 May
To-day I went to Oxford by the I o'clock train to pay a visit to
my dear old College friend Anthony Lawson Mayhew at his new
home St. Margaret's, Bradmore Road. I had not been to Oxford
for two years. The first sight of the old University from the railway,
and the noble cluster of famous towers and spires always rouse in
me an indescribable thrill of pride and love and enthusiasm. There
is nothing like Oxford.
Mayhew met me at the station at 3 o'clock. He came straight
from the Taylor Buildings where'he had been attending a lecture
given by a Dane named Thomassen fresh from Copenhagen. The
lecture was on the Slavonic languages and as the lecturer had
a severe cold and a * Slavonic cough* and spoke in a very low voice

